Pericles PrhcedfTyre: 

T« night, to nigh', ^ 

!vvto at the pihdimation , hot htj I 

heXd^SuTre^itc M know he wiU come m out lhado,, , 

lodge them with this while, you have Fortunes coni.| 

.Pray you come i 

mmgupouyou,marke me, y <iepife profite, where you 

ly,, which you commit w ^ ^ ^ g fgu doe, makes pittyj 

on, and that opinion a mcerc pro te* ^ 

Mar. I take her hoSe,thefcbluHiBi- 

oftefm^\nench“yu*^^ yoetBrilt[ 

"S&»/t.F.ithfomedo.mdfome&npt.b«tMiteeffc^^^ 

*"t"lSS»ta«ot(eUoffthefpit. | 

I may fo. ... ' 

.5W.Who{houlddenyit? ^ wefl. f 

rnme voun'^ onc,I like the manner of your garnaents wca | 

^ they fhallnotbe changed yet. 

S:S. fpendthouWtintheTo^^^ 

iournerwe hW?,you*l lofe nothing by cuftome. When W, 
rare framedthis peecc, (he 

fay whataparagonlheeis.andthou hall the hateelt out oin. 
T:XattantyouMi(.re(re,thundetmal^^^^^ 

beds of Eeles, as my giving out her beauty, ftirs up t 
enc.incd, He bring home fomc to night. - J 




iset^-rr^ 
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Vntidc I flill my virgin knot will keepc. 
<Di 4 «/*aidemypurpoie. ^ n*4w t 



Enter ^leonandDienkid, 

‘Dion, Why are you fbolifh, can it be undone ? - 

Cleon, O Dioniz^tA^ filch a peecc of flaughter, 

The Sunne and Mooncnerelookt upon. _ 

D«>». Ithinkeyou’lturne achildeagaine. ^ .. tj 

Cleon, Where I chiefe Lord of all this fpacious world, idc 

sivc itto undo the deed. Oh Lady, much lelfe m bloud than vcr- 
tue, yet a Princeffe to cqtiall any finglctTfowne of the cattn, in 
the juftice of compare. G villainc. Leonine whom thou haft PO*T, 
foned too, if thou hadft driinke to him, it had beene a kindiiefe 
bccoraming well thy face, what canft thou fay, when Noble 
(ball demande his childe ? ‘ 

Dion, That {he is dead j Nurfes are not the fates to fofter it, 
nor ever to prelcrvejAie^de at ni^ht,Ilc fay fo, who can crolTe 
ir,uniefle you play the Innocenf.and for an honeft attribute, cry 
out Ihee dide by fbule play. 

(^leon. O go too, well, well, of all the faults beneath the hea- 
vens, the gods doc like this word. 

Dionizia, Be one of thofe that thinkes the pretty wrens of 
Tharfas wiUflie hence, and open this to Pericles do ftiame to 
thinke of what a Noble ftraineyouarc,andof how coward a 
fpirit, 

Cleon, To filch proceeding, who ever, but hii approbation 
added, though not his w hole confent, lie did not flow from ho- 
nourable courfes. 

DioniziA, Beit fb then, yet none doth know but you how 
(he came dead, nor none can know Leonine being gone, Shce 

G * ' ' did 



